- DEADLINE DICK, THE COPY COPPER - -+ < - ByGeneF

REWORD~Dick Déadline, one of the truly great

' failures in the newspaper underworld, has con-

~ ‘sented to “do” a series of articles for the waste-

basket of this publication. S

‘ He is also doing time at a Government institution.

"He was sentenced for having failed to kill a' trouble-

some editor. Dick Deadline’s innermost life will be re-

# vealed in these columns unless the censor calls it no con-

- test. Those of you who have read Colonel Waterson's

“Looking Backward” will ggt a chaser out of Mr. Dead-

line's autohiography, which should be named *“Looking

Cockeyed.”” Although the translation into English was
as tough as a Congressman’s fedora kelly, both author
and dictionary are doing as well as can be expected.
. I was nothing but a young and innocent boy that night,
my first night on Park Row. Scores of veteran news-

paper men were on duty, looking for stories ln the bar-
rooms. The clink of eyeglasses mingled with the clink of
beer glasses. = '

Through the drifting snow of that warm December

night I got my first glimpse of Larry Libel, the great City
Editor of the Illustrated Squirt and Commercial Atomizer/
‘“Got a quarter, son?” he asked. .
I immediately resented the slur on my ancestry, In a
tense voice I replied that I was broke. Mr. Libel spoke in
a stiff voice. (He was plenty stiff after his hard day in

Nassau Mike’s Oyster Bar and Chop House.)
‘“You're so young to be in the newspaper business,” he

mused to himself so that everybody could hear.

I informed him that I wasn’t in the business. But the
great City Editor waen’t looking for information. They
never are. He explained that I had used the password—

| -“Broke”—and that I must go to work immediately unless
I had something more useless to do.

“There’s a big murder mystery near the East River,”
he began. I asked him where the East River was and he
said it was to the west of Grant's Tomb., He added:

“You are assigned to-clear up the mystery by making
it deeper. Never mind the river, for that is deep enough.
A girl, forty-two years old, with bne gjlk stocking in her

hand, has been found by boys-hunting for a place to play

put:and-take.” _
“How do you know her age?” I ventured to ask Mr.
Libel. ; Ry
“By the stocking. If she had no stocking that would
signify that the murderer had made way with it. Mur-
derers take hosiery only when the victim is in the

This woman evidently had been begging the

tw‘enth.
stocking, which makes her at least

assailant to take her

forty-two."” . : Fy et i
'a'w'u"t,." 1 interrupted him, “if you know All. the details,
why send a man to clear it up for you?”
- The man whose name meant something among Park
Row beevo bearers decided*to answer me without consult-
ing the owner of the paper: ¥
“My boy, nothing is clear. That is why I am so fond of
reading ‘'my own mind. It is not clear. Whiskey some-
times is clear, but that only proves the exception to the

rule. Take the subway down to South Ferry and then

walk over to Times Square ahd after riding a cross-town

““Somebody Crowned Me With a Walking Stick."”
car to the New Jersey Palisades you can figure out where

the East River was before they moved it. Now do your

worst, Dick, and that will be none too good for the old

" sheet.”

I asked him héw he knew my name and he replied that

LETTERS FROM A HOME-MADE FATHER TO HIS SON . = i

A FEW REFLECTIONS FROM THE ummm OF WASHINGTON.

EAR SON:— - g ;
D I just_been readin’ a book by a fellow named Anonymous

. tellin’ about the ancient mariners thai’s tryin’ to run th’ ship
o' state at Washington. It's a wonder to me that the old craft ain’t
tipped over and sunk long ago. There’s nothin’ like a book o’ this
sort, though, to increase folk’s self- It does the boys back
home good t’ know that th’ chaps what's trimmin’ th’ sails is not as
dumb as they are—they're dumber. That’s one o’ th’ fust principals
o' ‘democracy. L4y

There was a tlr.l_:e when folks wouldn’t think of abusin’ a famous

man unless they had good legs and a sound wind. That was in th’.

dark ages when there wasn’t enough light t' see 'em very clear.
Besides which a man could sneak off an’ become great in a decent,
private sort o’ way, It’s hard to set th’ world afire with th’ bucket
brigade standin’ behind you. But if you can collect a few fellows
that’s wanted by th’ police an’ lead 'em on a holey war to some coun-
try what don’t show on the map, yer chances fer fame is only lim:
ited by th’' strength o' yer lungs. ]
There was nothin’ seemed to rouse th’ simple phesant folk o’ those
days like a mouthful o’ dust from a passin’ hera.

“Hurray fer th’ Duke of Gargoyle! Who is he, do y’ ask? Ssh!
Not so loud or he'll give you & free course of instruction in his sub.
cellar. I don’t know, an’ who cares? He's a great man an’ if you
holler it loud enough he'll give you a shillin’ to prove it.”

; Happy Duke o’ Gargoyle! He didn’t need to take a correspondence”

course to find out how to be great. He had th’ secret o’ sucoess
hangin’ from his belt an’ if you didn’t show proper public
get hit over th’ head with it. Th' main requisites fer fame in them
days was a pair o’ dumbells and a set o’ chest weights.

It's hard to say just where the idear o' democracy got started.
Like as not there a woman in it somewhere. P'haps one day a
young yokel was walkin’ with his girl when she seen a cloud o' dust
approachin’.

Quick,” says she,
th’ king.”

“Not me,” says he, stickin’ his thumb in the armhol of his vest.

WHOOZUS-WHOOZUS

MERICA’S album. of distorted characters wouldn’t be fit for the
Afourthchnmnil the epitaph of Cinder Ella were omitted
 like flowers at a Hivorce trial.”

Cinder was the sorriest citizen who ever tilted a soup bowl. He
g-u!ntothoWthhmhlbhnldzmhhmuﬂm!u
having started the world-wide habit of buttering bread whole. His
footsteps are being followed in forty-seven nations and Yap, the
copyright on his nimble chunk of table etiquette having expired after
the expiration of the customary seventeen years. During that relapse
he practiced it exclusively. Now everybody is doing it. '

+To Cinder goes the ignominious credit of  starting anl the bum

“Down on yer knees. 'Tis our Royal Fme-,

ﬂﬁrm-mnmmwaqmm. He per-
fected his code of table d’oats calesthenics while living alone on his
desert island:in the Arctic Sea with only the fellowship of a million
homeless grasshoppers, -
When he had broken all the polite customs as adhered to in cabinet
uddiplmaﬂcmuu.holnmhdmnnnﬂngmhmdm
them too. After he had committed every fsux pas known to the
uﬂm,wﬂm,hohadnmhtwdmhutochhﬂw
‘on the chandelier above the banquet board, In brief, he was a dining-
room chimpansee. He could pick his teeth equally well whether lassoed
to his chair or dangling limply from the erystal candelsbrum. His
mﬂmmmhtlivthhltmtsﬂubo&ln‘mm
ehwntwddih'tamwlthhimnhow«ndtomumdhh
own village and amuse the tourists,
Mynoﬂohﬂmofwmmumquthum
notoriety as his ability to juggle olives the while he t

8
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YOUmmhMWM- promised that we’d buy them
v 26 a year writing movie enough safety razor blades to last
plays if you want to use them for a year they condescend-
your spare time. Every once in ed. So they have drafted the fol-
. @ while you read in the papers lowing lesson for the amateur
where some factory miss or some movie scribe, If you can't write
R - Sreopagcr e dad oo
our or ousand
for or her efforts. In mm“d:ni gin“nmhrn. Qn
A g Fgi TR P TR
?Hh. are 80 dam simple to Mpl;!“hwlﬂll pcncil..
there's a few rnaad or a . This
things every writer very essential. Paper, is
Eh. These however, can mmw ve
easily and mm corraled a typewriter a bale
-'mullnu or 80 of paper you are ready to
movie stories; it start, _
just to earn side money to Second—No matter origi-
safety razor blades, nal and your is, it
'OMILMFEIDMM you don't the a
Ao give to the corfeet chance to u-lﬂn'ho
wri ‘“Nltlll'lﬂyihy throw your e u'."ﬁ
" at first, but when we wastebasket. If your

“Not my knees. That ain't th’ kind I am. I'm as good as any man
livin’. :
Whereupon th’ bravé lad, decidin’ he'd risked enough fer one day,
crawled under a hay stack an’ waited for the lightnin’ to strike him.
But th’ lightinin’ never came an’ the story got around as stories
will. Then one day, when th’ King was leanin’ from his carriage to
scowl at his beloved subjects, a fine speciman o’ native tomato came

spirit you’d .

““The King Receives the First Message of Democracy.’”

soarin’ towards him over a hedge. Instead o’ being struck dead on
th' spot, th’ deliverer o’ this first message from th’ common people
nlbodqnhﬂyhm,whﬂoth'hngwlkdmhhhudan'wiped th’
seed o' democracy from his Royal face.

. Once started, DemocPhoy spread like poison ivey. Any theory o’
governmint that gives a man an excuse fer not bein’ better than he
is, is bound to be popaler. The only reason folks work is to beat
somebody else. If you've got everybody tied without gettin’ out o’
bed why not throw a shoe at the alarm clock an’ sleep till dinner?
A true son o’ democracy knows no equal—only inferiors. He wouldn’t
look out th’ window to see th’ greatest man in th’ world go by unless
it was to empyt a pail o’ water on his head.

There’s a sayin’ it pays to know th’ great. It does. Every great
man you know is wuth thousands o’ dollars to you pervidin’ you can
think up enough nasty things about him to fill a book.

There is two ways o’ writin’ successful biographies. The English

intermittent doses of Braszilian celery. Connoiseurs from the best
slums, free-lunch joints and bread lines declared Cinder not only
couldn’t be beat at loose table habits, but couldn't even be equaled.

Although a weak forte by which to lay claim to fame, Cinder is the
sort who claimed everything and admitted nothing. He always asked
for a recount and never failed to protest the decision. A rumor once
evaporated his way that a guy had been dug.up who could salt Cinder
away in a rough and tumble molar campaign. Cinder heard the echo
of this bad news and started on the war path.

Quicker than a Chinaman leaving an opium raid, Cinder issued a
defi. Seconds arranged the time and the place and the impliments,
The food gladiators were to fight with knives, forks, toothpicks and
other kindred cutlery. Aburdofnforqsfrommrvhgnuuhm
todthhdcmcmmdtholptﬂerwhodh!uludtlnmunmt
of food in himself was to be awarded a set ‘of Indian Clubs.
Tnlnhgstaﬂnmmployndmdnﬂubhqnuhuobnimdﬁr
preparitory obsequies. Practice meals were served
thm.ﬁmuahylﬁfmﬁuum&nwhmhn.hmdﬁlld
mﬁmmtmwwldmmhommummmdmnbbh
npmrythhglnll‘htlndudingnpdnbdhuhtdfruitdmsﬂu
on the wall Admission was charged to each performance. _
Imndnmneonﬁdantdvicwryﬂuthcbmhalylwodaddoht
of fifteen or twenty cents on himself, His heard of this and

. repremanded him curtly for extravigance and oblivion to the value of

money. Thnmni;ht-pddntundmtcmtlnwthommof ®
muerlndﬁcﬁd'hilpockmfwthwmrlndmymm
loitering in company with it. /

Cinder’s antagonist was very anxious to oft-seoff Cinder. He began

ORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL

original. Some new and original
situations that are being used in
:;:17 movie plot are the follow-

has a male lead you must also
give the hero a chance to display
his curly hair and pearl white

When you want some one to
mysteriously disappear, just have
'em lose their memory temporari-

and r manu- ly like

L e ,:toy:u o-,f ::nhanmindoum
faster than that. y

at & r stuff When you separate a brother

n“m&.‘ﬂ:ﬂ a salary lndlilhrinchlldhood,ll'wnn
of maJﬁn a lives have them meet and fall in love
h-“mmumﬂ"wt when they grow up and be on the
m 1o But in mﬁ:-wh"'kplot verge of marrying when their true
have hero, on the same sal- relationship is discovered. This
ary, in an elaborate apart- has been an original idea for
ment with six or seven servants many movie ots, so go ahead
u\drﬂnh-mdmmtglduwﬁt!hn hndu-l:.i‘t.'m you don't some-
:mludlymuﬂhubbor the father 't consen

:“thf:."thowh-ahl_u thhuch' b Fg

ter marrying the
) k.'q yous staff .&h:"hg&hmm." ﬂ: fﬁ;mﬂ-
: : e

-

in both camps o

/ : .
way is to hire a country house an’ a_claw hammer coat an’ then
igvite a number o” prominent folks to spend Sunday. Havin’ hid a
stenographer under every sofa you spend th’ day askin’ ’em fool
Questions. Divide the answers into chapters, and a few insultin’ re-
marks about their personal appeatafice to show how witty you are,
stick yer photograph on th’ front page as a kind o’ contrast, an’ th’
book is ready fer market. §

Somethin’ like this is bound to be popular:

“Davie Lloyd George is a charmin’ fellow in spite of his uncouth
appearance an’ lack o’ brains. Between me an’ you, th’ man knows
nothin’ an’ even that I had to teach him myself. After dinner, while
Artie Balfour an’ Herbie Asquith an’ that delightful old rip, Curzon,
were playing Twenty Questions fer tuppence a point, I pulled Davie
into a corner.

““Tell me," I said, ‘Confidentially o’ course. Don’t yow think you
made an awful hash o’ the Irish question?’

“‘Quite so. " Quite s0,” he replied an’ I could see that he looked
startled.

“The incident evidently made a deep impression on him, for sev-
cnlhomhtcr,mnhofdldmhiuwﬂlaattmpﬁutomto
bed, I heard him still muttering, ‘Quit so. Quite so.’

placed the

“The following morning he came to me after breakfast,
entire question in my lap and left the house nervously.”

The other kind of biography takes less money but more trouble.
It means strikin’ up an acquaintance with somebody that knows th’
man you're goin’ to write about. O’ course this ain’t absolutely nec-
essary, but if you don’t you're apt to get the name wrong or some-
thin’, an’ there’s nothin’ like accuracy in bisographies. 2

This kind reads somethin’ like a judge givin’' a man thirty days.

“Senator Harvester might 'a been a great statesman. As it is he'’s
such a poor one that th’ writer feels sorry fer him. There is no
doubt that if he'd had some brains, a less diasgreeable personality
an' a figger that didn’t look like a toy balloon, he’d a’ been a diffrent
man. Histery’ll never be able to explain why he was in th’ cabinet
four times an’ Senator fer twenty years. I will Nobody else was
any better in that collection o' small an’ ignerant minds. ‘Sicum
simple menthalatum transit,’ as t%’ president o' Carlyle has said so
often.”

I often wonder what great men think about when they read these

Biogfap]ﬁea of Infamous Persons -

on a carefully prepared diet of eight scrambled eggs, seven slices of
toast, a crate of cantaloups and twelve gallons of coffee for break-
fast. Onheoﬂngogthlmcmdermmmomh.mum
two sides of bacon to three, nine scrambled
bmkwhutukutoumhundndmdntmku.ofmwlk
instead of coffee which he innately felt was rapidly taking his appetite.

After breakfast he took some severe exdrcise such as winding the
victrola. ;

His luncheons were always light, never consisting of much more
than a barrel of spigach, several yards of bread (buttered), a quarter
of beef (raw or uncooked as his trainer directed), potatoes ad lib.,
green peas a la knife, corn (with the cob on), sardines (unopened), and
a freezer of ice cream.

His evening meal was the heavier and most spectacular. The largest
crowds agsembled for this when he would have his full staff of
ﬂﬁkiupokln&oddnmdmdsdmmhhhndhwithplworhw
whatnot,

That terrible hour of the contest arrived on time. Nobody was pres-

. ent except the combined pepulation of the two counties which the con-

testants represented.

The gladiators entered,the arena stripped to the waist. Both had a
look of confidence on their stomachs. The gong sounded and the soup-
eating could be heard above the din of the applause. Each was admin-

everywhere.
Aﬁe?honudemﬁnmlpn!.thnnhmumup. Both
mtn;forhutbmdthnhdmwm.ﬂnmﬂkingltm.

. -.. 1 -:- '-:-

cial ruin, and then the old man back fond memories of the past.

will gladly consent to show his In real life the first shot drops

gratitude. the herg, but in the movies you
Moonshine stories are timely must keep your stuff true to life_

today, and don't forget to have
the revenue officer fall in love
with the moonshiner’'s daughter;
otherwise you won't be able to '
e B s
have to lose a will.m If ,‘;:st
hide it in grandfather’s emk or
back of a picture, and have it
found in time to save the fami
from the poorhouse. This has al-

sub-titles clearly. For example:
“The Baby Was Kidnapped in
Childhood,” * “Mrs. Jones, While

Openi Can of Corn, Let the
Ctn-Ol::u:n Slip and Cut Her in
the Pantry” ete,

ways brought tears to the e In your drama, do not have the
of {.n audience, P hero go to the .n'hnm and his

If your story ends and you don’'t party in two seconds. This will
mw'liovhmriddﬂnvﬂ- u your whole plot, as it is
lain, why just him, too impossible.

Don't write a comedy In which One of most original situa-
thmhnhamouwhnwm; tions is 1 , around
body is enjoying real “stuff.” which you should be to write
causes a wave of sadness to sweep uphrg Just have the villain

a8 it brings commit a crime and have the

over your

*coulda't have hbch

ogufs to twelve, six dosen _

._ every copyreader’s name was Dick. 1 thouht he was

comp_l!ﬁtad.n.z me. I am still wondering about ft.
I followed as new men sometimes do, and
- half an hour later was seated in the third row at the

“Follies.”” I had found a ticket in the pocket of the gen-
-tleman who sat next to me in the subway. The beautifyl
chorus girls gave me the opinion that murder couldn’t be
avoided when the audience” home to their wives to
ask for divorces. o
I had left my name at the box office in case the mur-
derer had me paged. A young woman at my right
winked at me during the intermission. I immediately
was not the East River victim. She
forty-two. But, remembering my duty
to the quer, which by this time I was beginning to call
“the old sheet,” I had to verify that stocking clue. Maybe
she was the woman after all. I leaned over as though to
hang the picture on the floor. ;
I must have been too lean. Somgbodycmwnedmewith

a walking stick, it was claimed, but I believe to this day
that Mr. Ziegfeld had the balcony lowered instead of the-
curtain. When I came to, although I really never have
~done so to this day, I saw ‘the face of Larry Libel, the
great-editor. He was asking the doctor:

“Will he live?” \

The doctor, who I later succeeded in tricking into suing
us for libel, replied: .
- “Live? Why he hasn’t been born yet.”

The great editor, drawing out his handkerchief instead
of a flask, tried to drink it while he said:

“He must have gone to the wrong river, but he has a
stocking in his hand.”

(Cepyright, 1921, by lur’conn.l:r.)

| By Ed Streeter

how they keep their wives from thinkin’

accounts o’ themselves an’
th’ same thing. -
“Ihnrt-hon’sninhruﬁn'nrﬁcleabntmlnthhmbookby
A Gentleman With a Mudshovel,” says Mrs. Harvester.
“Pooh, pooh,” says th’ modest statesman, reachin’ out eagerly.
“What have I ever done to deserve praise?”
Then, as he glances down th’ page while clearin’ his throat, he
finds he never done anythin’, |
-

“ ‘Tis nothh}’ that 'ud interest you,” says he, droppin’ th’ volume
quietly behind th' sofa. “Just a technicle book full o' 'figgers an’
statistics. I'll read you a few chapters out o’ H. G. Well's ‘Outlines
o’ Histery’ instead. They say he rips Napolyun up th’ back somethin’
awful an’ don’t leave Ceasar a rag t’ stand on. I always had an

idear that these great men o’ history didn’t amount to much.”
No, my son, I’ve read all th” books about th’ gentlémen who are

* at the helm, an’ I'm convinced that none of ’em is fit to handle a

rowboat. I'm fer removin’ ’em an’ puttin’ in th’ chaps what write
th’ boks. There’s a body o’ men what only has t' see things once
t’ know all about ’'em. _
Yours fer treatin’ public servants as such,
. AMOS H. AMESBY,
; Fath
Copyright, 1921, by E. Streeter.)

o= .1- By. Skillet F Inn

-
Cinder would swallow a whole live ham and the crowd went wild.
His opponent did away with an un-picked chicken and the mob howled
for miore. E .
Gindncm.hckltmgbyeomynhmtmmm:.
Enemy encored with devouring old roast yew. The pald admission
cheered itself dizzy and the stands rocked with emotion.
‘It commented to look like a six day bicycle race. .
mMmmmhdminm;ﬂmh:hﬁahywhﬂo
six looked on hyagrily and propped their eyes open with flying prongs
fmdlmphudfhrh. /
The crowd's mouths wereywatering for something to eat, but none
would leave for fear he would miss something.

Cinder brought the throng to its feet when he inhaled a bushel of
unshocked oysters.

:

(Your illiterary career won't be complete unless you read next Sun-
day’s true story of the meanest man out of jail.)

How to Write a Movie Play :

hero blamed for it. Then clear write. Just let the comedian be

a target for pies, crockery, etc.

Now we have placed eyery-
thing right in your hands. If you
can’t write a successful photoplay
from the suggestion we have
then we don’'t see how other
writers do it. Remember that
originality is the keynote of sue-
cess in this game. Therefore,
when you go to a movie, just re-
turn home and write something
similar, but show your originslity
by giving the charscters different
names.

we'll let you use it
When the villuin wants to marry
the heroine and the girl's father
rhytluvllhhm'hui-
ly make "him consent by merely
holding a mortgage on the old

Don't forget to use the follow- '  1g the editors continually return

« W
LA e byt CARd  your ' manuscripta. and postively
w"z," Then Have a close-up of Trefuse to keep even one, don’t
the hero g the heroire, be di . You ean easily
. and have the scene slowly-—very get them to np your naxt manu-
slowly—fade out seript by not enclosing any re-

ly— ' .
Good comedy is the easiost to - turm postage you

\



